I told Andrew I couldn't accept his kindness at
that price. I didn't listen to his wordy explanations,
I told Richard, as soon as he came home, just what had
happened. He turned very pale, rose from his chair
and slammed a couple of doors. Maybe it was self-
indulgence on my part to tell him. Confessions often
are. I didn't think it would hurt him unbearably* or I
would never have confessed. Neither of us talked of
it agai$. Andrew disappeared5 and we went on living
together, as friendly as we had ever been.
But my last hope of building my own future was
broken. I must let events build it for me.